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ROXANE. Come then and gather it, the supreme
flower . . .
CYRANO [pushing CHRISTIAN toward the bal-
cony]. Go!
ROXANE . . . tasting of the heart,
CYRANO. Go! . . .
ROXANE. . . . murmuring like a bee.
CYRANO. Go! . , .
CHRISTIAN [hesitating]. But now I feel as if
I ought not!
ROXANE. . . . making Eternity an instant. , .
CYRANO [pushing CHRISTIAN], Scale the bal-
cony, you donkey!
[CHRISTIAN springs toward the balcony, and
climbs by means of the bench, the vine* the posts
and balusters],
CHRISTIAN. Ah, Roxane! [He clasps her to
1dm, and bends over her lips].
CYRANO. Ha! ... What a turn of the screw
to my heart! . . . Kiss, banquet of Love at
which I am Lazarus, a crumb drops from your
table even to me, here in the shade. . . , Yes,
in my outstretched heart a little falls, as I feel
that upon the lip pressing her lip Roxane kisses
the words spoken by me!
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